JOHN  DRYDEN,  1679,

See, my lov'd Britons, fee your Shakefpeare rife,
An awful ghoft confefs'd to human eyes!
Unnam'd, methinks, diftinguifh'd I had been
From other {hades, by this eternal green,
About whofe wreaths the vulgar Poets ftrive,
And with a touch, their withered Bays revive.
Untaught, unpra&is'd, in a barbarous Age,
I found not, but created firft the Stage.
And, if I drain'd no Greek or Latin ftore,
'Twas, that my own abundance gave me more.
On foreign trade I needed not rely,
Like fruitful Britain, rich without fupply.
In this my rough-drawn Play, you {hall behold
Some Mafter-ftrokes, fo manly and fo bold,
That he, who meant to alter, found 'em fuch,
He iliookj and thought it Sacrilege to touch.
Now, where are the Succeflbrs to my name *
What bring they to fill out a Poet's fame ?
Weak, fhort-liv'd ifTues of a feeble Age 5
Scarce living to be Chriften'd on the Stage!

Troilus and Cressida or Truth found too late, by John Dryden
1679.    Prologue, Spoken by Betterton representing the Ghos,
of Shakespeare.

As Dryden here calls up the Ghost of Shakespeare, so do,es Bevill
Higgons, a score of years later, call up "The Ghosts of Shakespear
and Dryden Crown'd with Lawrel" to speak his prologue to George
Granville Lord Lansdowne's adaptation of the Merchant of Venice. See
" The Jew of Venice ; a Comedy. As it is acted at the Theatre in Little
Lincolns-Inn-Fields. By His Majesty's Servants." 1713 (1st Ed. 1701).
This is perhaps the worst of the series of plays adapted from Shakespeare.